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feeling of which we have witnessed the outburst, should find itself so expressed. The Queen's response to your words was all that I had expected. Her Majesty desires me to thank you very warmly, and to tell you with how much pleasure she has read the lines1, and how much she rejoices that the sweet and charming Princess should be thus greeted.
One looks at her with trembling hope, but every expression, every act, word, and gesture more than justifies one's most sanguine expectations and desires. God grant it for the sake of the Prince, the Country, and I am tempted to feel above all, for the sake of that sorrowing heart, which is ever more and more being lifted up to the divine height of which you speak. Truly the royal mourner is bearing this joy as she has borne the sorrow, and it is a spectacle that would move a heart of stone. I should have liked you and dear Mrs Tennyson to see the light on Her Majesty's countenance, as she read your lines and as she speaks of the young joyous bride, so joyous but so tender and gentle to the widowed mother; also when Her Majesty speaks of the feeling manifested by her people, realizing as she does all that is contained in it.
I remain yours truly,
AUGUSTA BRUCE.
At this time my father's indignation against Russia for her treatment of Poland was boundless. He was filled with horror too at the gigantic civil war in America, although he had always looked forward anxiously to the total abolition of slavery2: but he had hoped that it might have been accomplished gradually and peacefully.
In May the Queen asked my father what she could do for him, and he said: " Nothing, Madam, but shake my two boys by the hand. It may keep them loyal in the troublous times to come." So on the gth Her Majesty sent for us all to Osborne. We lunched with
1 "A Welcome," published by Moxon (March, 1863).
2 He would sing with enthusiasm the great chorus of the " Battle-hymn of the Republic ":
" Singing < Glory, Glory, Hallelujah!1 His soul goes marching on..."